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Crazy in love isn’t always a good thing. 


Frankie Black lives and works at the Hard Rock Hotel in 
Albuquerque. He likes the energy and camaraderie at the 
hotel, and they don’t mind his eccentric behaviour. Frankie’s 
crazy, and he knows it. He also knows people are willing to 


pay a lot of money for the paintings he painstakingly 
creates. 


When he notices a handsome hotel guest watching him, 
Frankie thinks the man’s just another art lover observing the 
so-called ‘genius’ at work. Unfortunately, the stranger’s 
dark brown gaze reminds Frankie of all he’s loved and lost, 
and his hold on reality starts to unravel. 


Clint Langley is mesmerised by the funny little man in the 
bright-coloured peasant skirt. 


Unaware of Frankie’s impressive resume, he takes time out 
of his boring insurance seminars to spend his days 
observing Frankie from afar. Eventually, he steps out of his 
comfort zone and reaches out to the painter, but when he 
notices changes in Frankie’s behaviour, Clint wonders if he’s 
strong enough to give Frankie the unconditional love it will 
take to make a relationship work. 
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Dedication 


For Claire, the woman who always manages to understand 
my ups and downs and supports me without fail. 
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this work of fiction: 


Hard Rock Hotel & Casino: Hard Rock Cafe International 
(USA), Inc Birkenstock: Birkenstock Orthopaedie GmbH & Co 
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Chapter One 


Frankie Black gripped the edge of the mattress with one 
hand and tapped the ticking seconds off with the other, as 
he watched the clock beside the bed. He’d been awake for 
over an hour, after yet another nightmare forced him from 
the sleep he so desperately needed. The scars on his back 
still burned from the memories of the fire that had taken his 
family nearly twenty years earlier. 


The digital clock’s display changed to seven and classical 
music filled the room. Frankie ran to the bathroom, groaning 
with relief during his morning pee. “Too close,” he whispered 
to himself as he shook off and flushed the toilet. 


Moving to the sink, he ran the faucet and began to scrub the 
dream from his skin. 


Satisfied, he turned on the shower and retrieved a towel 
from the rack. Under the spray, he methodically washed the 
rest of his body. He followed the same sequence daily, hair, 
neck, arms, torso, ass, groin, legs, and feet. Always ending 
his morning shower with his back, he reached for the 
terrycloth back scrubber. Although soft, the material was 
still harsh enough to remind him of the night so long ago. 
“Good morning, Mom. Morning, Dad.” Frankie took a deep 
breath. “Morning, Brian.” They were the words he so 
desperately wished he could say to the people he’d loved 
and lost. His family had been far from perfect, but they’d 
been his. 


Rock music filled the bathroom, indicating Frankie’s fifteen 
minutes were up. He shut down the spray and hung up the 
back scrubber before opening the curtain. Stepping out, he 
grabbed the towel and turned off the horrible music on his 


way out. He stopped at his desk and stared at the calendar. 
“Wednesday.” He picked up a marker and drew a diagonal 
line on the blocked date. 


Committing the day to memory, Frankie opened the dresser, 
removed a single red crew sock, and tossed it towards the 
bed. He looked forward to summer, but until then, he was 
forced to wear socks. Frankie smiled. Dreaming about the 
day he could rub his bare feet against the green grass never 
failed to get him through the cold spring mornings. 
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With a sigh, Frankie opened the closet and fingered his way 
through the dozen or so long peasant skirts. He ended up 
with one of his favourites in greens and blues that reminded 
him of the Caribbean. 


The painting in the corner of the room caught his attention. 
Could it be his imagination or was it mocking him? “Shut 
up,” he mumbled, turning his back on the colourful canvas. 
He opened the sock drawer once again and pulled out a 
navy crew. Holding it in his hand, he turned and stared at 
the bed, at the lone sock thrown haphazardly. Red. He put 
the blue sock back and retrieved a matching red and threw 
it on the bed to join the other. 


After adding a plain white T-shirt to the pile, Frankie dressed 
quickly, only getting distracted from his task twice, once by 
the sound of a bird singing on his balcony and once by a 
wayward red string on one of the socks. 


He ran a brush through his drying, shoulder-length hair and 
wrapped a ponytail holder around his wrist, in case it was 
windy outside. Once he was ready for the day, Frankie 
finally turned and faced the painting. 


Each time he looked at the canvas, he saw something 
different. He could definitely tell he’d been in a dark mood 
the day before. “Hmmm,” he hummed. Maybe it would look 
different once he carried it out into the morning sunlight. 


Frankie set the canvas bag, which held his easel and room 
key, by the door before going back for the rest of his things. 
He opened the large wooden art box and checked his 
supplies, remembering he was running low on burnt sienna. 
A trip back to his closet yielded a tube of oil paint and 
another sash brush. 


Prepared for the day, he slipped on his worn pair of brown 
leather Birkenstocks and carefully lifted the painting. After 
all, it did represent four months of his life despite his current 
disgust with it. 


He met John in front of the elevator. “Morning,” he greeted 
one of his favourite maintenance workers. 


“How’s your morning?” 


“Typical. Do you know if they’re serving green beans at the 
buffet this morning?” The elevator doors opened and 
Frankie stepped inside. John didn’t offer to help, Frankie had 
made it clear to the entire hotel staff he didn’t need anyone 
else handling his supplies. 
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John grinned and shook his head. “Not for breakfast, but 
Phil’s working this morning, and we both know he’d cook 
you up some if you ask him.” 


The elevator doors opened and Frankie gestured with the art 
box for John to go first. “I might do that. | forgot to stop for 
lunch yesterday, so | didn’t get my full servings of 
vegetables for the day.” 


“Then you should definitely ask Phil.” John waved before 
rounding the corner. “Good luck today.” 


“Thanks, | have to repair what | did yesterday.” Instead of 
going to the buffet, Frankie headed to TIWA, a smaller 
restaurant in the hotel. “Good morning, Patty.” 


“Morning, Frankie.” Without asking, Patty led him to the 
back corner of the room. 


“Coffee?” 


“Yes, please, and can you ask Phil if he’d do me a huge one 
and make me a double portion of green beans to go with my 
scrambled eggs?” 


“Sure thing.” Patty mussed Frankie’s hair on the way to the 
kitchen, something the younger woman knew drove him 
crazy. 


With a chuckle, Frankie pushed a chair all the way to the 
corner and used the walls to keep the painting upright on 
the seat of the chair. He sat across the table, so he had 


nothing in his view besides the painting he’d worked for 
months on. Patty’s treatment was typical. 


The Hard Rock staff treated him like a member of the family. 
It was the main reason he’d come for a visit and ended up 
staying for over a year. 


Left alone, Frankie narrowed his eyes and stared at the 
painting, trying to focus on each brush stroke. He spotted 
several that needed repair. There were thousands of small 
dabs of paint on the twenty-four by twenty-four canvas, and 
Frankie’s mind saw each of them individually. 


Out of his peripheral vision, he noticed Patty setting down a 
cup of steaming coffee. He grinned at the quiet care the 
woman took not to disturb him. Teasing one moment and 
gently considerate the next, yep, Patty was like an annoying 
younger sister. 


“Thanks,” he told her without taking his gaze off the 
painting. 


Patty laid a hand on his shoulder before disappearing. 


As he stared at the upper left corner of the canvas, the red, 
orange and gold strokes of the evening sunset began to 
move, slithering in place like a snake ready to strike. 
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hands curled into fists as the paint turned to flames and 
started to crawl its way down the painting. He held his 


breath as the fire jumped from the canvas to the table, 
Slowly inching closer and closer to him. Closing his eyes, he 
tried to block out the images that haunted him awake or 
asleep. /t’s not real, he told himself. 


Frankie took a deep breath and tried to calm his racing 
heart, blocking out the memories from his youth. One step 
at a time. One day at a time. One painting at a time. He 
repeated the mantra that had served him well over the 
years. 


When he opened his eyes, it was to find Patty standing 
beside him, two plates in her hands. Frankie knew 
immediately that she’d witnessed his momentary lapse in 
reality. 


“Sorry,” he mumbled. 
“Are you Okay?” 


Frankie sat back in his chair and unclenched his hands. “I’m 
fine. Thanks,” he added when Patty didn’t seem convinced. 
He shook out his napkin and wiped the sweat from his face. 
Trying to change the awkwardness of the situation, he 
turned his attention to his breakfast. “Looks good.” 


With a concerned expression, Patty set the plates on the 
table. “Phil said to tell you if you need more green beans, to 
let him know.” 


The double helping looked like more than enough to satisfy 
his mother. “Tell him thanks, but this should do until lunch.” 


“That reminds me, Phil wanted to know if you’d prefer 
Spinach or broccoli?” 


“Spinach, definitely.” He was relieved when Patty nodded 
and returned to her other tables. One step at a time. One 
day at a time. One painting at a time. 


x OK OK x 


“Your car is ready, Mr Langley.” 


Clint set down the magazine he’d been flipping through and 
approached the counter. 


“Thanks for your help.” He stuffed the paperwork into his 
inside breast pocket and walked out into the mid-morning 
sunshine. It wasn’t necessary for him to rent a car since the 
hotel offered a free shuttle service from the airport, but he 
figured he’d need to get away from the boring stories and 
drunk colleagues. Insurance wasn’t an exciting business to 
begin with, so www.total-e-bound.com 
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listening to story after story about it wasn’t Clint’s idea of a 
fun weekend. Unfortunately, the educational seminars 
involved were essential to his career advancement. 


With his suitcase in the trunk and his briefcase settled in the 
passenger seat, Clint pulled out of the parking lot. He’d 
already requested the rental agency pre-programme the 
address from the lot to the Hard Rock into the navigation 
system. 


As he followed the GPS’s instructions, Clint marvelled at the 
Surrounding mountains. It was his first time in Albuquerque, 


and he was pleasantly surprised by what he saw. Maybe the 
five days he was planning to spend at the hotel wouldn’t be 
such a hardship after all. 


By the time he reached the Hard Rock, his mood had lifted. 
The months of fighting with his ex over every stick of 
furniture and knick-knack they’d accumulated during their 
eight-year relationship melted away as he pulled up to the 
front of the hotel. A smiling attendant was there to greet 
him when he opened the car door. 


Within minutes, Clint was standing at the front desk 
awaiting his turn. A lone figure outside the closest wall of 
glass caught his attention. /nteresting. At first glance, the 
stranger sitting in front of a large painting appeared to be a 
woman, but it only took Clint a few moments to notice the 
muscular biceps belonged to a man. A man wearing a skirt. 
Odd. 


“Welcome to the Hard Rock Hotel and Casino. How can | 
help you today?” 


It took a several seconds for Clint’s brain to register the 
question. “Oh, yes, sorry, I’m Clint Langley. | believe you’re 
holding a room for me?” He handed the woman his credit 
card before returning his gaze to the striking but unusually 
dressed man. “Who is he?” he asked, gesturing towards the 
artist. 


“That’s Frankie Black,” the front desk clerk announced. “Are 
you a fan of his work?” 


Clint searched his memories, trying to figure out why the 
name sounded familiar. “I’m guessing he’s a painter.” 


“One of the most famous alive today,” the clerk informed 
him. 


Clint’s idea of art was whatever was on sale and would fill 
up a blank spot on his wall. 


“Is he a guest?” He took his room key from the clerk, hoping 
he’d get another chance to observe Frankie. 


“Yes and no. He’s been here for about a year, so we don’t 
really consider him a guest in the traditional sense. To us, 
he’s family.” The clerk pointed at the key card in Clint’s 
hand. 


“Eighth floor.” 
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“Thanks.” He rolled his small suitcase to the glass elevator 
and did as instructed. The ride up gave him more time to 
watch the artist at work. He made a mental note to look up 
Frankie’s name on the internet once he got settled in his 
room. 


The doors opened and Clint was forced to break away from 
the view below. He exited and found his room. Although it 
was a nice space, he was disappointed that the balcony 
faced the mountains instead of the grassy area by the big 
garlic-looking building where Frankie was painting. 


Clint shook his head and walked back into the room, 
shutting the sliding-glass door behind him. It was unusual 
for him to be taken with someone so quickly, especially 


when he’d been too far away from Frankie to get a good 
look at him. 


After stretching the kinks out of his back, Clint began to 
unpack. He was glad he’d decided to make the trip a day 
early. Despite the fact he’d have to start dodging people 
that much sooner, he’d be able to get a feel for all the good 
hiding places as well as to observe the Hard Rock’s resident 
artist. Shit. Clint tried to push Frankie from his thoughts. He 
had enough to think about without bringing the quirky- 
looking man to mind. 


Clint’s cell phone rang, further demonstrating his need to 
keep his head. He groaned when he glanced at the display. 
Knowing Brad wouldn’t give up until he answered, Clint did 
just that. “Hello?” 


“I called your office but they said you went away for the 
weekend.” 


“Convention in Alouquerque. What do you need?” Finished 
unpacking, Clint zipped his suitcase. 


“If you're there, who’s watching Max?” Brad asked, an 
accusing tone to his voice. 


“My mom.” Clint had fought for the aging German 
Shepherd, ultimately giving up a large portion of their 
furnishings in order to keep him. 


“You could’ve called and asked if | wanted him.” 


“I know you too well, Brad. Had | done that, I’d have to give 
up everything else | own to get him back.” Clint stowed the 
suitcase in the closet. “Did you call for a reason or just to 
torment me?” 


“I just thought you should know that I changed the 
beneficiary on my life insurance policy.” 
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Clint rolled his eyes. Brad was forever calling to remind Clint 
of what he’d lost when they’d broken up. Although it was 
Clint’s choice to finally make the break, the two of them had 
lived like friends for the last year and a half. “Okay.” 


“Anyway, you might think of doing the same.” 


“| will.” Clint didn’t tell Brad he'd taken his name off the 
policy the day he’d moved out. “If that’s all, I’ve gotta go.” 


“I miss you,” Brad said before Clint could hang up. 


“No you don’t,” Clint countered. “Not really. You just miss 
someone being there.” He sat on the edge of the bed. It was 
a long-standing argument between the two of them. Brad 
probably would’ve lived the next ten years with their 
relationship in shambles simply to avoid being alone. 
Unfortunately, Clint wanted more than a kiss on the cheek 
before bed, which is what their relationship had been 
reduced to. “Take care of yourself, Brad. | need to get 
downstairs,” he lied. 


He hung up before Brad could say another word and lay 
back on the bed. He stared up at the ceiling and wondered if 
he was asking too much out of life. Brad loved him, but it 
wasn’t the kind of love Clint yearned to find. Was it selfish to 


want someone who made his breath catch when they came 
into the room? 


Clint was thirty-six, and he’d yet to find anyone who could 
do that for him. His thoughts wandered to Frankie. “No,” he 
whispered. Frankie was the complete opposite of the men 
Clint found attractive, so what was it about the guy? 
Frankie’s long hair, skirt, bright coloured socks and sandals 
were as far from Clint’s usual type as you could get, yet he 
couldn’t stop thinking about him. 


Clint sat up and reached for his laptop case. He powered up 
and waited. Looking Frankie up on the internet seemed 
wrong for some reason, but Clint knew his curiosity would 
get the better of him until he found out what he could. He 
pushed the laptop towards the top of the bed and rolled 
over onto his stomach. 


He scrolled down, deciding to look at the images of Frankie’s 
work first. Clint was surprised to see the impressionist 
paintings. Known worldwide as the modern day Monet, 
Frankie Black had a beautiful collection. Although there were 
only twenty or so paintings depicted online, Clint was 
beyond impressed with the body of work. 
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After taking the time to study the paintings one by one, he 
navigated back to the list of entries. A magazine article 
caught his attention, more for the picture of Frankie 
attached than the written words. 


Frankie was more handsome than Clint had detected from a 
distance. Silly as it was, he felt good about himself for being 
attracted to the artist before he truly knew how stunning he 
actually was. He rested his chin on his palm as he continued 
to stare. Frankie wasn’t classically handsome, with his heart- 
Shaped face and thin nose that was just a tad too long, but 
the contrast of his naturally dark skin and black hair with 
the pale green of his eyes took Clint’s breath away. 


He started to read the article, but he’d only gone through 
the first three paragraphs when he learned of the fire that 
had taken Frankie’s entire family. Caught in a corner 
bedroom, Frankie had been rescued by the fire department, 
but not before suffering burns over twenty per cent of his 
body. 


Without taking the time to read the rest of the story, Clint 

shut down the laptop. He scrubbed his hands over his face 
before shaking his head in an attempt to rid himself of the 
scene the article depicted. Why was a boy’s pain dissected 
and written about in the name of news? 


Clint moved to the edge of the bed and stood. He took off 
his suit jacket and hung it in the closet, along with his tie. 
Making sure he had his phone and room key, he left the 
room in search of a drink. 


x OK OK x 


Unable to deny his hunger any longer, Frankie wrapped his 
brush in a sheet of plastic and stuck it in his art box. He 
began to pack up his equipment, once again cursing his 
overall distrust in the public. It would be so easy to stick a 
‘Do Not Touch’ sign on his things and walk away long 
enough to grab something quick for lunch, but he couldn’t 
do it. 


The only concession he made was leaving his easel where it 
was. The simple wooden tripod held no sentimental value, 
so he was willing to risk it. Frankie carried the painting and 
the supply box into the hotel. 


He smiled at Alice, the shift reservation clerk. “How’s 
Charlie?” 
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“Getting fatter by the day,” she said with a chuckle. “He 
said to tell you he’d send you over some of his tamales 
Friday.” 


“Mmm, can’t wait.” Frankie continued towards the 
restaurant, pleased that he had the tasty treat to look 
forward to in a few days. Charlie, Alice’s husband, made 
tamales and sold them on the side for extra money. 


Rounding the elevator, Frankie’s jaw dropped at the line for 
the buffet. He looked towards the convention hall and 
groaned. It was obvious the hotel was gearing up for 
another push of people through the doors. Why hadn't 
anyone warned him? 


He headed to TIWA, hoping it wasn’t as crowded as the 
buffet. “What’s going on?” 


“Insurance convention,” Diane replied. “Sorry. If I’d have 
known you were breaking for lunch, | would’ve saved you a 
table.” 


“He can sit with me.” 


Frankie turned to find a handsome man sitting at a table on 
the restaurant’s faux patio. 


Entranced by the man’s eyes, it took him a moment to 
speak. There was something about the man that made 
Frankie feel...safe. No, he silently screamed to himself. Not 
safe, not safe at all. 


“| appreciate that, but | like to eat alone.” 


The man’s smile was full of understanding as he nodded and 
wiped his mouth. “In that case, you can have this one.” He 
stood and pulled his wallet out of his pocket. 


“You don’t have to give up your table. | can go to my room.” 
Frankie hated the thought of interrupting the man’s lunch 
simply because he didn’t trust people. 


The stranger handed Diane his credit card. “Can you take 
care of my bill?” 


Guilt settled deep into Frankie’s bones. Would it be wrong to 
accept the man’s offer? 


The man looked up and Frankie got a better look at his eyes. 
He took a step back. “I shouldn’t have bothered you.” 
Clutching his supplies, he turned and fled the area. He ran 
out of the hotel and back to his quiet spot in the sunshine. 
He caught the edge of the grass with the toe of his sandal 
and went flying. 


“Frankie?” 


Frankie looked up to find Alice standing over him. Shit. “| 
made a fool of myself, didn’t |?” 


Alice sat beside him in the grass. “No, not to the people who 
know and care about you. 


Can | ask what happened?” 
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Frankie returned his attention to the grass. He took a 
moment to stare at the individual blades. It never ceased to 
amaze him how as a whole, a lawn could look the same 
colour, but if you looked close enough, each blade was 
different in some way. “I was looking forward to spinach.” 


“And they were out?” 


Frankie shook his head. “Someone was nice, and | still 
couldn’t trust him.” 


Alice settled her hand on Frankie’s shoulder for a moment 
before pulling away. “Just because someone’s nice to you 
doesn’t mean you automatically have to trust them. It 
certainly isn’t something to feel bad about.” 


Frankie turned his attention to the overturned supply box 
and the painting he’d worked for months on, both discarded 
without a thought in his panic to get away from those dark 
brown eyes. “He reminded me of Brian.” 


“Your brother?” 


Frankie nodded. “They have the same eyes, big and round 
but kind of droopy at the corners. His eyes tried to trick me 


into trusting him, so | ran.” 


“Oh, baby, I’m sorry.” Alice reached for Frankie’s hand and 
squeezed it. “Tell me what you want for lunch, and l'Il put 
the order in. You can have a little picnic out here in the 
grass.” 


“You'd do that?” 


“Of course | would.” Alice released Frankie’s hand and 
began to get up. She struggled for several moments before 
she started to laugh. “I’m too old and too fat to roll around 
in the grass. You’re gonna have to help me up.” 


Frankie stood and helped Alice to her feet. Rarely did he hug 
people, but he couldn’t help but wrap his arms around Alice. 
“| hope your kids appreciate you.” 


“They don’t, but they’re normal. Kids never truly appreciate 
their parents until they’re gone.” Alice said it so matter-of- 
factly that Frankie had no doubt she meant it. 


“| appreciate you,” Frankie whispered in her ear. 


“And that’s why | don’t mind getting your lunch and bringing 
it out. Now, tell me what you want.” 
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Chapter Two 


Clint stared through the wall of glass, watching Frankie and 
the woman who had checked him in earlier. The tender yet 
apprehensive way she touched Frankie was heartbreaking, 
for both of them. It was obvious how much she cared simply 
by reading her body language as she spoke to Frankie. 


Clint took a step back as Frankie rose to his feet. He’d gone 
after Frankie in a misguided attempt to comfort him, but as 
he stood spying on him, he knew he wouldn’t be welcomed. 


The desk clerk turned and walked towards Clint, her 
expression a mix of concern and love. “He'll be okay,” she 
said when she spotted Clint. 


“I didn’t mean to upset him. You think | should go talk to 
him?” Clint wasn’t sure what he’d say, but the pull he felt to 
run to Frankie was incredibly unusual, especially for him. 


“It’s best to leave him be.” She looked back at Frankie. “He 
just needs a good lunch in him and a few more hours of 
work. It calms him.” The woman started to walk off, but 
stopped and turned to address Clint. “It’s nothing you did. 
It’s who you remind him of. 


Normally, | wouldn’t say something like this to a guest, but 
it might be best if you didn’t approach him again. He’s 
finally starting to heal after what that other fella did to him.” 


Although it hurt to hear, Clint knew the woman was only 
looking out for her friend. He hated the idea of ignoring his 
unusual interest in Frankie, but he wouldn’t do something 
that could cause harm. “Do | remind him of that man?” For 
some reason it was important that he knew who had hurt 


Frankie enough to garner the reaction he’d witnessed 
earlier. 


“No, and hopefully you’re nothing like Josh. You remind 
Frankie of his brother, Brian,” 


she said before walking off. 


Clint was left to wonder what it was about their short 
meeting that had reminded Frankie of his dead older 
brother. Whatever it was, he decided to heed the desk 
clerk’s warning. Withdrawing from his position by the glass 
doors, Clint rode the elevator up to his room. He paced the 
Small space for close to thirty minutes before he grabbed 
his laptop and headed back down to the lobby. 
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He skirted a group of men he’d seen at other conferences 
and ducked into the hallway that led to the spa area of the 
hotel. He found his way to the outdoor pool and was more 
than pleased to see only two other people enjoying the 
warm spring day. 


Settling on a cushioned lounge chair in the shade, Clint 
opened his laptop. He had several emails to return and a 
quote to get out, but before he took care of work, he pulled 
up the images of Frankie’s paintings once again. 


Sunsets seemed to be Frankie’s favourite subject matter. 
Clint was surprised to see only one painting that appeared 


to depict the New Mexico landscape. According to the desk 
clerk, Frankie had lived at the hotel for a year. No wonder 
there were so few paintings in his catalogue of work. 


After nearly thirty minutes spent staring at the same 
haunting painting, Clint shut his laptop and leaned his head 
back against the chaise. He needed to get a grip. What the 
hell was wrong with him? He couldn’t solve Frankie’s 
problems any more than Frankie could solve his. It was 
obvious the artist wanted nothing to do with him, and why 
would he? Clint was a stranger who reminded him of his 
dead brother. 


“Shit,” he mumbled under his breath. He grabbed the laptop 
and swung his legs over the side of the chair. Forget it, he 
told himself. Whatever it was about Frankie that had piqued 
Clint’s interest needed to be shoved into a drawer, never to 
be opened again. 


x k OK OX 


Long after the pool had closed, Frankie used his specially 
coded key to enter the darkened area. The hotel had only 
opened the pool a few days earlier, and although he knew 
the water would be frigid, he couldn’t wait to immerse 
himself. 


He stripped out of his shirt and skirt, leaving only the small 
bikini briefs he’d chosen. 


Swimming in the nude was his preference, but it was the 
one condition the hotel had when they’d given him 
permission to use the area after closing. 


Standing at the edge, Frankie stared down into the water. It 
was that moment just before jumping in that always 
increased his heart rate. The trepidation of the cold water 


stealing his breath, even for a moment, always frightened 
him. 
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Before he could talk himself out of it, Frankie dived in. Fuck! 
He surfaced with gooseflesh already covering his skin. A hiss 
from the darkness caught his attention as he shook the 
water out of his hair. “Who’s there?” 


Several moments later, a soft, but incredibly deep voice 
spoke up. “Sorry. | didn’t mean to disturb you.” 


Frankie dried the water from his eyes. He peered into the 
shadow and spotted the man from the restaurant. “You're 
not supposed to be out here.” 


“No one is. Which is how | figured out that it would be the 
best place to hide.” 


“Who’'re you hiding from?” Frankie swam to the edge of the 
pool. For some reason, the darkness made him feel safe. 


“At the moment? Chuck Duffy, a real pain in the ass heavy- 
equipment adjuster from Tallahassee. He owes me a drink 
for sending business his way, but just because | think he’s 
good at his job doesn’t mean | care to have drinks and 
dinner with him.” The man snorted. 


“And more, if you Know what | mean. Of course there aren’t 
many gays here, at least ones who admit to it.” 


“I’m gay,” Frankie said proudly. “Why wouldn’t people admit 
to it?” Maybe it was the way he’d grown up, but his sexual 
preference had always been the least of his worries. 


“Business. Society pressures, | guess. Of course, some 
guys’ll come to a convention like this and cheat on their 
wives or girlfriends with another dude for the weekend.” 


Frankie found the man’s voice soothing. “What’s your 
name?” 


“Clint Langley. | would’ve introduced myself earlier, but...” 


“Yeah, | know. | ran away.” Frankie dipped under the water 
before resurfacing. “I do that sometimes.” 


“Mind if | sit on the edge there and dangle my feet into the 
water?” Clint asked. 


Frankie studied the area. Although the moon cast soft light 
onto the area, he figured it was dark enough to hide his 
scars. “I guess that would be okay.” 


Clint stood and strode towards the pool. Dressed in khaki 
Slacks and a long-sleeved shirt, he removed his shoes and 
socks and rolled up his pants legs before sitting on the edge 
of the pool. “Oh, shit, that’s cold.” 


Frankie smiled. “You'll get used to it.” 
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Clint pulled his legs out of the pool and crossed them at the 
ankles on the ledge. “lIl take your word for it.” With his 
arms resting on his knees, he stared down at Frankie. “I 
know who you are.” 


Frankie closed his eyes. He’d started to foolishly hope Clint 
actually liked him. “Yeah, | get that a lot.” He pushed off 
from the side and swam to the steps. He climbed out of the 
pool and reached for his towel. 


“Wait.” Clint got to his feet. “I’m sorry. The desk clerk told 
me when I couldn’t manage to take my eyes off you when | 
checked in.” 


Frankie paused in the process of wiping down his chest. 
“Really?” 


“Really, but then that same lady told me to stay away from 
you.” 


Frankie nodded. “Alice, she’s protective.” He tossed the 
towel down and began to pull on his clothes. “It’s almost 
eleven.” 


Clint glanced at his watch. “So it is.” 


“I have to be in bed by eleven.” Frankie shoved his feet into 
his sandals. “It was nice to meet you.” 


“Stay up long enough to have a drink with me.” 


“Thanks, but | don’t drink, and | have to get upstairs.” He 
turned and headed towards the door. “I have breakfast at 
seven forty-five every morning. Maybe l'Il see you there.” 


x OK OK OX 


Frankie tried to cover a yawn as he entered TIWA. The 
conversation with Clint the previous night had kept him 
awake for hours. His face heated as he remembered calling 
out Clint’s name when he’d jacked off in the shower. 


“Morning,” Patty greeted. She started to show Frankie to his 
usual table but stopped. 


“Are you Okay?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You're not painting today?” 


“I’m not sure.” For the first time in years, Frankie didn’t 
wake with the desire to sort his feelings out on canvas. 


Patty gave him an odd look before continuing to the table. 
“What’re you in the mood for this morning?” 
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“Just coffee for now.” Frankie clasped his hands and set 
them on his lap. He wasn’t sure if Clint would show for 
breakfast. He was even less sure he was ready for it. 


“Morning,” Clint’s deep voice sounded from behind him. 


Frankie turned and stared up at Clint, surprised at the way 
the sight of the handsome man made him feel. “You made 
it.” 


“Of course | did.” Clint sat in the corner chair, the spot 
usually reserved for Frankie’s painting. “Have you ordered?” 


Frankie shook his head. He hated to admit he’d waited in 
the hope that Clint would show up. “Just coffee so far.” 


Patty came to the table with a hot pot of coffee and a glass 
of ice water. She turned Frankie’s cup over before filling it. 
“Would you like coffee, sir?” she asked Clint. 


“Yes, please.” Clint flipped his cup over. “I'll also need a 
menu.” 


“Coming right up.” 


“The eggs are good.” Frankie poured sugar into his coffee 
along with a few cubes of ice. 


Patty handed Clint a menu. “Just wave me over when you’re 
ready.” 


When Clint picked up the menu, Frankie took the 
opportunity to stare at Clint’s hands. 


His gaze zeroed in on a small purple corner of Clint’s 
fingernail. “What’d you do?” 


Clint lowered the menu. “Excuse me?” 


Frankie gestured to Clint’s middle finger. “How’d you hurt 
yourself?” 


Clint glanced at the damaged nail. “It got slammed ina 
door. I'll probably lose the nail, but it'll grow back.” 


Although Frankie continued to stare at Clint, his mind 
travelled back in time to a fight he’d had with his older 
brother. 


“| hate you,” Frankie shouted. 
“Join the crowd,” Brian said, pushing Frankie out of his room. 
“I’m not leaving until you give me back my picture.” 


Brian held the pencil sketch in front of him. “You mean this? 
It’s the sorriest excuse for a tree that I’ve ever seen.” With 
those words, Brian ripped the drawing down the centre, 
letting the pieces drift to the carpet. “Now get out!” he 
screamed, slamming the door. 


Crying out, Frankie dropped his coffee cup and grabbed his 
hand. He wasn’t immediately aware of the scalding liquid 
dripping into his lap until Clint’s hand was there, trying to 
mop the coffee before it burned him further. 
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“Are you Okay?” Clint knelt beside Frankie’s chair, concern 
etched in his handsome features. 


Staring into Clint’s brown eyes, Frankie could almost see the 
hatred in Brian’s as he’d broken three of Frankie’s fingers. 
“Why'd you do it?” He stood and walked to the men’s 
restroom. He locked the door and slid to the floor. After the 
fire, he’d spent years locked in the past, unable to 
distinguish old memories from the daily life around him. His 
grandparents, bless their hearts, had been lost as to how to 
help him. They’d eventually committed him to a private 
institution. Bowery House had become home, probably the 


main reason the hotel now felt like home. Sadly, Frankie was 
used to having only a simple room to call his own, just as he 
was used to strangers pretending to care for him. 


“Frankie?” Clint said from outside the heavy door. 


Frankie reached down and pulled his long skirt up over his 
head, blocking out the world around him. 


“Please talk to me.” 


Inside Frankie’s orange-hued world, he stared at his crooked 
ring finger. What am I going to tell Mom when she gets 
home? She hates it when we fight. “I’m really hurt this time, 
Brian.” 


“Frankie? It’s Patty. Unlock the door, sweetheart.” 


Patty’s familiar voice snapped Frankie out of his haze. He 
got to his feet and smoothed his skirt back into the place. 
“Is my breakfast ready?” he asked, opening the door. 


“You haven’t ordered yet, but we can take care of that real 
quick. Why don’t you go sit down, and l'Il be right over.” 


Frankie returned to his table and was taken aback by Clint’s 
presence. As if on rewind, his mind went back to the 
conversation that had prompted his flashback. He slumped 
into the chair. “How big a fool did | make of myself?” 


Clint shook his head. “You had me worried, but that’s all. | 
hope you don’t mind that | asked Patty for help. | wasn’t 
sure what was going on.” 


Frankie took a sip of his coffee and scowled at the bitter 
taste. “Needs sugar.” 


Clint handed him two packets of sugar. “Have you ever 
eaten the corned beef hash here?” 
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Frankie tore the top off the packets and poured the sugar 
into his cup. “It’s good, especially if Phil makes it. He’ll send 
it out with the edges just the perfect amount of crispy.” 


It had been ages since he’d indulged in a completely over- 
the-top breakfast. He turned and called Patty over to the 
table. “I think l'Il have the two hard eggs, hash browns, 
corned beef hash and a side of bacon.” 


“That sounds good. l'Il have the same.” Clint closed his 
menu and handed it to Patty. 


“No vegetables?” Patty eyebrows rose in surprise. 


“Not today.” Frankie took a sip of his coffee. He knew it 
wasn’t normal for people to eat green vegetables for 
breakfast, and the only time he ordered them was after a 
day when he hadn’t reached his required servings, but for 
some reason, he didn’t want Clint to know. It was the same 
reason he hadn’t carried his painting supplies down like he 
had every other morning since he’d lived at the hotel. 


Frankie waited until Patty took their order to the kitchen 
before returning his attention to Clint. “Do you have plans 
today?” 


Clint set his cup down. “Registration starts at nine, but 
classes don’t begin until after lunch.” 


“What kind of classes?” Frankie had hated school. He 
couldn’t imagine spending time in a classroom of any kind 
at his age. 


Clint shrugged. “Boring classes, property and casualty stuff. 
My boss requires | come to one of these things at least once 
a year to stay updated on recent laws and issues 
Surrounding the business.” 


“Doesn't sound like something I'd enjoy.” 


“You wouldn’t. Hell, | don’t enjoy them, and I’m supposed to 
sit in on one of the panel discussions.” 


“You must like it enough to do it for a living though, right?” 
Frankie leaned his elbow on the table and rested his chin 
against his hand. 


“I’m good at it. | started with the company when I was 
around twenty in the mailroom and worked my way up. | 
make a pretty good living for someone who dropped out of 
college his freshman year.” Clint mimicked Frankie’s 
position. “What about you, have you always wanted to be 
an artist?” 
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The standard reply he usually gave during rare interviews 
was on the tip of his tongue, but Frankie decided to tell Clint 
the truth. “No. | mean, I’ve always enjoyed drawing and 
painting, but | can’t say it was an overwhelming passion like 
it is for some people. The truth is, | can’t focus on anything 
else long enough to keep a job.” 


“Is that why you don’t produce many paintings?” 


Patty came to the table with a tray in her hands. Frankie sat 
back and stared at the plates set in front of him. Although 
he couldn’t wait to dig in, he knew he’d carry guilt over his 
food choices for the rest of the day. “Thanks.” 


“Let me put this tray up, and l'Il bring you some fresh 
coffee.” 


Frankie waited for his refill before answering Clint’s 
question. “It’s hard to describe how | paint, but it’s almost 
like | have no control over it. When I look at a canvas, my 
mind only focuses in on a small area. It’s like in that 
moment, the bigger picture doesn’t exist. Even after | finish 
a painting, | usually can’t discern what it’s supposed to be.” 
Frankie grinned. 


“Of course no one else knows that. My agent doesn’t even 
know. | usually wait for someone to comment on the 
spectacular sunset or majestic mountain range.” 


Clint’s eyebrows drew together. “Have you seen a doctor? 
Maybe there’s something they can do?” 


Frankie used the end of his fork to tap his temple. “There’s 
not much doctors can do for this. Some think it was the lack 
of oxygen in the fire, some believe there’s nothing wrong 
that a shrink can’t fix.” He set his fork down and picked up a 


piece of bacon. “They had fifteen years of my life, | won’t 
give them another day.” 


Frankie turned his attention to his plate. He’d said too much 
for reasons he didn’t understand. What was it about Clint 
that made him yearn to be normal? “What will you do after 
your classes?” 


“See you again, | hope,” Clint answered. 
“There’s something I’d like to show you, if you have time.” 
“I have all evening.” 


Frankie pushed his plate towards the centre of the table. “If | 
forget, and I’m not outside painting, my room’s eight-thirty- 
seven.” 
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Clint glanced at his watch. “I hate to say it, but | need to get 
going. They make us sign in at the seminars, or I’d blow ‘em 
off. Unfortunately, my boss wouldn’t appreciate paying for 
the trip only to have me follow a hot artist around the whole 
time.” 


Frankie felt his face heat. “You think I’m hot?” Although he’d 
never had a hard time attracting the attentions of others, he 
always assumed it had more to do with his quirky way of 
dressing and fame. 


Clint grinned and set money on the table. “I think you’re a 
lot of things, hot is just one of them.” He stood and bent to 
kiss Frankie’s forehead. “l'Il find you as soon as I’m 
finished.” 


Frankie turned in his chair to watch Clint leave the 
restaurant. 


Patty stepped into Frankie’s line of sight. “A new friend?” 
“Yeah. His name’s Clint.” 


Patty sat in the chair beside Frankie. “Promise me you'll take 
things slow this time.” 


“Clint’s not like Josh. Josh came here with one goal in mind, 
to make the crazy rich guy fall in love with him.” 


“And he succeeded.” 


Frankie stared at Patty for several moments. “Yeah, he did.” 
Finished with his breakfast and the conversation, he stood 
and walked out without another word. The problem with 
letting people in was listening to their never-ending 
criticism. 


“There you are. I’ve been calling you for the last five 
minutes.” 


Frankie tried to hide his tortured hand as he turned to face 
his mom. “Sorry, | didn’t hear you.” 


“Probably all that wax in your ears. When’s the last time you 
actually took a bath?” 


“Yesterday,” he mumbled, smoothing his hair down with his 
uninjured hand. 


Rolling her eyes, his mom’s hands went to her hips, never a 
good sign. “Do | need to go in with you and wash your hair 
like | did when you were a baby? Surely you're smart 
enough to at least bathe yourself correctly.” 


Frankie bit his bottom lip. It wouldn’t do any good to confirm 
or deny what his mom said, she wouldn't listen anyway. 


A loud noise made Frankie jump. He turned just in time to 
see a truck in front of him come to a screeching halt, inches 
from him. It took him a minute to realise he’d wandered out 
of the restaurant and had attempted to cross the busy 
street in front of the hotel. He www.total-e-bound.com 
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swallowed around the lump of fear in his throat at the 
realisation he could’ve easily been killed. 


“You okay?” 


Frankie waved to the driver of the pickup. “Sorry.” He made 
sure the road was clear before dashing to the opposite side 
of the street. 


Following the road that led to the golf course clubhouse, 
Frankie tried to push Patty’s doubts out of his head. Clint is 
nothing like Josh, he told himself. He knew he’d fallen for 
Josh too quickly, but he’d been the one to pay the price, so 
why was it anyone else’s business. Was it so wrong to want 
to be loved? 


He knew for a fact that Patty had divorced her first husband 
and was currently living with her boyfriend. So why was she 
giving him such a hard time about his interest in Clint? 


Deep down he knew the reason, but he hadn’t tried to hide 
anything from Clint. He looked down at his clothes. 
Everyone assumed he wore skirts because he was either 
touched in the head or secretly thought of himself as a 
woman. Neither was the case. The scars that ran down his 
back made it uncomfortable to wear anything but soft, 
elastic-waisted clothes. He’d considered sweat pants and 
had even tried wearing them a few times, but they were too 
heavy, too confining. 


Walking into the clubhouse, he stopped at the small deli. 
“Hi, Bert. Mind if | take a wander?” 


“Not at all. There’s a group out there, but they’re on the 
second nine.” 


“Can | get a bottle of water?” Frankie reached in his T-shirt 
pocket and removed the cash he always carried. 


“Sure.” Bert pulled a bottle out of the fridge and set it on 
the counter. “No painting today?” 


Frankie held up his hands. Usually when he arrived at the 
golf club, he was weighted down with art supplies. “Working 
on myself today.” 


Bert smiled. “Understandable. It’s a beautiful day, warmer 
than it has been for a while.” 


“Yeah. I’m looking forward to walking barefoot in the grass.” 


“Just keep an eye open for flying balls,” Bert said as Frankie 
pushed open the back door. 
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Standing at the edge of the gently sloping landscape, 
Frankie sat on the soft green grass. 


He rid his pale feet of socks and sandals and pinched the 
blades of grass with his toes. He hated doubting himself. 
The mistake he’d made in trusting Josh was in the past, 
besides, his heart had been in the right place. It was Josh 
who should be ashamed for what had happened. Josh should 
be the one to pay, not him. He always paid. 


“What're you doing down here?” 


Frankie hated to break his mother’s rules, but the pain was 
too much. “Sorry, Mom, but I think | need to go to the 
hospital.” He reluctantly held out his twisted hand. 


“What have you done now?” she asked, looking up from the 
stove. 


“Shut it in the door.” He knew he couldn't lie to her, but if he 
told his mom that Brian had done it, he would suffer even 
more. Brian hated it when he tattled and always made sure 
to get Frankie back twofold if he got into trouble. 


“Come over here,” his mother ordered. 


Frankie stepped forward, keeping his eye on the boiling pot 
of spaghetti. “It’s okay. | can just wrap it up or something.” 


His mom shook a wooden spoon at him, splattering his face 
with hot tomato sauce. He tried not jerk away, knowing that 
only made things worse. “What kind of mother would I be if | 
didn’t take you to get help if you were hurt?” She set the 
spoon down and reached for his hand. 


Frankie flinched and bit the inside of his cheek to keep from 
crying out as she manipulated his injured fingers. Sweat 
broke out on his forehead, his knees nearly buckling under 
the pain of his mom’s examination. 


“How in the hell could you be so stupid?” She let out a 
dramatic sigh. “Well, you'll have to wait until I finish making 
dinner. | won't make your father suffer because you're 
clumsy.” She picked up the spoon and stirred the sauce 
again. “Go to your room. l'Il come and get you once I’ve 
finished up.” 


Frankie stared at a fresh bruise on his mom’s wrist, barely 
visible under the cuff of her long-sleeved silk blouse. He 
knew his dad had put it there, but wasn’t allowed to say 
anything negative about the chief of the town’s police 
department. 


“Franklin!” She readjusted her sleeve, covering the bruise 
once more. “Look too closely at anything and you'll see 
truths you aren’t prepared to deal with,” she admonished. 
“Now grab a bag of frozen peas from the freezer for your 
hand and go upstairs.” 
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Frankie did as told, retreating to the safety of his bedroom. 
In the Black household, there was a trickledown effect going 
on. Unfortunately, he seemed to wind up in the deep water 
of everyone’s anger. 
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Chapter Three 


“Excuse me, have you seen Frankie?” Clint asked Alice. “| 
was supposed to meet him, but | can’t find him.” 


“Bert called from the clubhouse at the golf course and told 
me Frankie was over there.” 


Clint was surprised. “He plays golf?” 
“Lord no, but he likes their grass.” 


“Their grass?” Clint couldn’t remember seeing a painting of 
Frankie’s with grass in it. 


“What does he do with it, take pictures or something?” 


Turning to look out the window, Alice smiled. “Nothing that 
productive. He likes the soft feel of it. He touches it, smells 
it, rubs his feet in it. I’m not sure why, he’s never said, but it 
seems to bring him a sense of peace.” 


It had been obvious the first time he’d laid eyes on Frankie 
that he was different, but Clint was beginning to understand 
just how different he really was. “How do | get over there?” 


“A shuttle will take you.” Alice pointed to the valet desk. 
“Just ask Ron.” 


“Thanks.” 


Fifteen minutes after being dropped off at the clubhouse, 
Clint passed a foursome of laughing golfers. “Did you see 
that nut?” one of them asked the others. “Something tells 
me he belongs in a rubber room instead of on the golf 
course.” 


Clint clenched his hands into fists. It took everything he had 
to keep walking, but a brawl with four others wouldn’t solve 
anything. He took off at a jog, scanning the area for any 
sight of Frankie. Topping a slight rise in the landscape, he 
came to a stop. His first reaction was to smile at the sight 
on the edge of the course. 


Spinning around with his arms spread wide, Frankie looked 
like a kid enjoying a warm spring day. It wasn’t something a 
grown man usually indulged in, but it appeared to be 
harmless entertainment for Frankie. 


Clint dropped to the grass and pulled off his shoes and 
socks. “Looks fun,” he said, alerting Frankie to his presence. 
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Frankie tried to stop spinning, but lost his balance and fell 
beside Clint, laughing the entire time. “Ooh,” he said, 
holding his head. “That makes me dizzy.” 


Clint chuckled at the state of Frankie’s bare feet. “You’re 
turning green.” 


Frankie opened his eyes and stared down at his feet. His 
face froze in a mask of fear for several seconds before 
slowly transforming with the help of an impish grin. “They 
are, aren’t they?” His grin grew into a wide smile. “I wasn’t 
allowed to play outside with the other kids growing up.” He 
looked at Clint. “Guess I’m making up for it now. You think 
that’s weird?” 


Clint lay down beside Frankie and rested his head in his 
hand. It was obvious that the fire hadn’t been the only thing 
to mar Frankie’s childhood. “Why weren’t you allowed to 
play outside?” 


Frankie pointed to his feet. “Mom didn’t like messy. She said 
it made her life harder.” 


He closed his eyes and rested his head on the grass. 
“Probably sounds like BS to you, but in my house flying 
under the radar made life easier.” 


Clint thought of the picture he’d pulled up online. The Blacks 
appeared to be a model family with Mr Black decked out in 
his formal police uniform, an attractive woman at his side 
and two sons standing proudly in front of them. He had no 
right to ask Frankie the questions that were swirling around 
in his mind, but he hoped he’d earned the right to offer 
comfort for the unknown torment the artist was struggling 
with. 


Clint rested his hand on Frankie’s stomach and leant down, 
hoping to explore his newfound feelings. “Can | kiss you?” 
he whispered. 


“I'd hoped you would.” 


Although Clint wished they were in the privacy of his room, 
he wasn’t about to let the moment pass without fully 
enjoying a kiss he’d thought about since first laying eyes on 
Frankie. At the first brush of Frankie’s lips, Clint’s started to 
tingle with excitement. When he tested the odd feeling with 
the tip of his tongue against his bottom lip, Frankie used the 
opening to take the kiss further, thrusting deep. 


Frankie’s arms wrapped around Clint’s neck as the kiss 
became an erotic play of tongues. Clint’s whole body 


yearned for more, to feel closer to Frankie in all ways 
possible. 


The feelings Frankie conjured within him were surprising, 
but welcome, after a year and half of living an unfulfilled 
life. Breaking for air, he stared into Frankie’s eyes. “We’d 
better get out of here before they throw us out.” 
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Frankie sat up and ran his hands over his grass stained feet. 
“Can | ask you something?” 


“Sure.” He sat up and reached for his shoes and socks. 
“Do you want to sleep with me?” 


“Absolutely, but if you need more time, l'Il wait.” Clint 
bumped his shoulder against Frankie’s. “In case you haven't 
noticed, | enjoy your company.” 


“See, that’s the part | don’t understand.” Frankie tore the 
ponytail holder from his hair. 


“I know what I am, and I’m okay with it, but the last thing | 
want is to subject you to anymore of my...episodes.” 


Clint stood and held out his hand. Pulling Frankie to his feet, 
he held onto his hand and started walking towards the 
hotel. “I'd lie if | said | didn’t notice your episodes, but | can 
honestly tell you that you fascinate me more than any 
person I’ve ever met.” 


“Sure, I’m like a circus freak show or something,” Frankie 
countered. 


“That’s not it at all.” Clint stepped in front of Frankie. “When 
| look at you, | feel alive for the first time in years. Yes, you 
have problems, but everyone does.” 


Frankie leaned his forehead against Clint’s shoulder. “You'll 
leave in a few days anyway, so | guess we should just enjoy 
our time while we have it.” 


Clint wrapped his arms around Frankie. Leaving at the end 
of the conference was something he didn’t want to think 
about, but making every moment count was definitely on 
his agenda. “Let me take you into town for a nice dinner.” 


Frankie broke away and started towards the clubhouse. “I'll 
have dinner at the hotel. 


They know me there. In the meantime, | need to figure out 
where | left my sandals.” 


With a chuckle and a shake of his head, Clint followed. He 
had a strange feeling he’d be following Frankie for a long 
time. 


x OK OK OX 


They barely made it into Frankie’s room before Clint’s 
passion overtook him. He pressed Frankie against the closed 
door and kissed him, hard and deep. His hands moved down 
Frankie’s back to land on his ass in an attempt to get closer. 
“Want you,” he said between kisses. 


Frankie began to unbutton Clint’s white dress shirt. “Skin.” 
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Clint quickly discovered the elastic band at Frankie’s waist 
and pushed his hands underneath. When his fingers grazed 
the thick puckered skin of the burns he’d read about, he 
froze. “Are these sensitive?” 


Frankie shrugged. “Yeah, but I’m used to it.” He stopped 
trying to undress Clint and shoved his skirt to the floor, 
leaving him naked from the waist down. “I have to wash my 
feet before I’m allowed in bed.” 


It was a strange comment to make in the middle of getting 
naked. “I’m sure housekeeping will change your sheets 
before you go to bed if you ask.” Clint pulled Frankie’s shirt 
over his head and tossed it behind him. When Frankie didn’t 
respond, Clint tilted his chin up. “Is that okay?” 


“I really need to wash my feet,” Frankie mumbled. 


Although Clint didn’t understand it, he led Frankie to the 
bathroom. He plugged the tub and began to fill it with warm 
water. “Mind if | help?” 


“No.” 


Clint finished undressing and turned the water off. He 
climbed into the tub. “Sit on the edge.” 


Frankie turned and grabbed a bottle of bleach from under 
the sink. 


“What're you doing? You can’t use that.” 


“It’s what Mom used before she made me stay out of the 
yard for good,” Frankie explained. 


Clint couldn’t imagine a mother treating her child in sucha 
way. “I don’t need bleach.” 


Frankie reluctantly put the bottle back before sitting on the 
edge of the bathtub. “You really don’t have to do this.” 


“I know.” Clint started with soap, getting as much off as he 
could. He spotted a bottle of facial scrub and held it up. 
“Mind if | use this?” 


Frankie shook his head, never taking his eyes off Clint’s 
flaccid cock. “You’re big.” 


Clint chuckled and tried to concentrate on Frankie’s feet. It 
wasn’t easy. The more he scrubbed, the harder Frankie’s 
cock became. “That feel good?” 


Frankie noticed the state of his cock and wrapped his hand 
around its length. “Yeah. 


I’m not used to someone being so gentle.” 
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Clint rinsed his hands before pulling Frankie off the edge 
and into his lap. With one arm wrapped around Frankie’s 
back, Clint began to soap the smooth, hairless chest. 
“That’s a shame. | can’t imagine being anything but gentle 
with you.” 


It was Frankie’s turn to laugh. “Don’t get me wrong, | don’t 
always like gentle.” He rubbed his erection against Clint’s 
stomach. “Sometimes | enjoy hard and rough.” 


“You're looking in the wrong place for rough, but | can 
handle hard.” Clint moved his hand down to Frankie’s ass. 
Although he had no intention of fucking Frankie in the 
bathtub their first time out, he did give himself a few 
moments to play. “To be honest, | don’t think I like the idea 
of anyone getting rough with you.” 


Frankie scooted back and reached down to wrap his hand 
around Clint’s cock. “I think you don’t think of things as 
rough if that’s all you’ve known.” 


Clint was more determined than ever to show Frankie the 
joy of taking things slow and easy. He stood with Frankie in 
his arms and stepped out of the tub. “I suppose we need to 
dry off good before we get in bed, too.” 


Frankie shook his head. “There aren’t any rules about going 
to bed wet, as long as you’re clean.” 


Following rules seemed to be a reoccurring theme with 
Frankie, but Clint had a strong feeling they weren’t his own. 
“You're a man. The only rules you have to follow are those 
you set for yourself.” He set Frankie on his feet and grabbed 
a towel from the rack. Instead of drying himself, Clint 
wrapped the towel around Frankie and pulled him in fora 
deep kiss. 


The embarrassed expression on Frankie’s handsome face 
was a good sign that Clint shouldn’t have said what he had. 
“I’m sorry,” he whispered. 


“Don’t you live by the rules and values your parents taught 
you?” Frankie asked. 


“To an extent, yes, but rules for kids are different. | cross the 
street by myself now because even though my mom told 
me not to, she didn’t mean for me to never to. Does that 
make sense?” 


Frankie pulled away, taking his towel with him. “I don’t 
wanna talk about my parents,” 


he mumbled on his way out of the room. 


Clint bit his tongue as he dried himself. He didn’t want to 
push Frankie too hard, but he hoped to eventually get him 
to open up about his past. With the towel hung on the back 
of the door, Clint left the bathroom to join Frankie. The sight 
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thoughts of the past from his mind. Eyes closed and his feet 
planted on the mattress, Frankie was enthusiastically 
fucking himself with a bright pink vibrator. It was obviously a 
common occurrence, and Clint wondered if he was even 
needed. 


Brad had taken care of himself in the shower every morning 
for the last eighteen months of their relationship, so Clint 
was more sensitive about the action than he probably 
should be, but he couldn’t ignore how it made him feel. He 
decided to hang back until Frankie acknowledged him. 


Several moments later, Frankie opened his eyes and stared 
straight at Clint. “Aren’t you going to join me?” 


Arms crossed, Clint shrugged. “Wasn’t sure you needed 
me.” 


“Of course | need you.” Frankie removed the dildo and 
dropped it to the floor. “Just getting ready.” 


Clint pushed past the hurt and neared the bed. “Part of the 
fun is the preparation.” He set on the mattress and reached 
for Frankie’s cock. “Next time, let me have my fun, okay?” 


Instead of answering, Frankie moved to take Clint’s cock 
into his mouth. He began sucking on the head, moving his 
ass close enough for Clint to reach. “I could use more lube,” 


Frankie said between licks. 


Clint grabbed the expensive bottle of lube from the bedside 
table, happy he would get a chance to play. He loved 
listening to a lover’s moans and whimpers as his ass was 
fingered. 


“Your mouth is fucking amazing.” 


The compliment seemed to spur Frankie on and soon Clint’s 
cock was buried down Frankie’s throat. “Shit.” Clint plunged 
three fingers deep into Frankie’s ass. He pumped them in 
and out several times before removing them. He used the 
towel Frankie had dropped beside the bed to wipe his hands 
before reaching for a condom. “Want inside you,” 


he told Frankie. 


Frankie released Clint’s cock and lay back on the bed. 
“Yeah.” He hooked his arms under his knees and pulled his 
thighs back against his chest, leaving his stretched hole on 
display. 


Crawling to the centre of the bed, Clint stared down at 
Frankie. The man, spread and ready, seemed nothing like 
the Frankie he’d come to know. Clint just hoped Frankie 
enjoyed sex with him as much as he obviously did with 
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moment to suck Frankie’s cock before licking a path up his 
chest to his lips. As he moved in for a kiss, he pushed his 
cock deep into Frankie’s ass. 


Frankie cried out while still locked in the kiss. Clint began to 
move in and out, taking the time to grind against Frankie’s 
cock and balls with each inward thrust. 


Frankie’s short fingernails bit into Clint’s back as he began 
to move with Clint’s rhythm. 


“So good,” Frankie moaned over and over as Clint continued 
to fuck him. 


“It'll only get better the more we do it.” Clint kissed Frankie 
again, enjoying the way he tasted. 


“Can we practise again later?” Frankie asked between 
kisses. 


Clint began to thrust harder, still paying attention to the 
gentle play of his tongue as it licked a path from Frankie’s 
chin to his mouth. “Tonight. Tomorrow morning. Tomorrow 


afternoon. | have two hours of mandatory meetings 
tomorrow, but l'Il duck out of the rest.” 


“Will you get in trouble?” Frankie asked, reaching for his 
cock. 


“At this point, I’m not sure | care. All | can think about is you, 
so the meetings aren’t doing me good anyway.” Finished 
talking, Clint concentrated on fucking. 


Within minutes, Frankie started to pant. Moments later, he 
cried out, spreading the warmth of his cum between them. 


After the last two years of relatively no sex, Clint couldn’t 
last much longer. He buried his cock as deep as he could 
and shot his seed, releasing almost two years of sexual 
frustration. Collapsing on top of Frankie, Clint struggled to 
catch his breath. “Can we take a nap?” 


Frankie, who always seemed to have more energy than 
anyone should, shook his head. 


“It’s almost dinnertime.” 


Again, the rigid schedule Frankie seemed to keep caused 
Clint to wonder about his upbringing. Still, the last thing he 
wanted was to ruin the mood. “Let me run back to my room 
and get cleaned up.” 


“Me, too. Meet me downstairs in thirty minutes?” Frankie 
suggested. 


Clint groaned in protest as he rolled off Frankie. “I’m going 
to take you up on your offer to practise again after dinner.” 


“I’m counting on it,” Frankie replied with a wink. 
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x OK OK OX 


Frankie’s feet were still tingling from the vigorous scrub 
they’d received when he met Clint in front of the 
steakhouse. “Hey.” He leaned in for a soft kiss, the kind he 
couldn’t stop thinking about. Although the passionate kiss 
they’d shared earlier had been fantastic, it was Clint’s 
tender side that really pulled at Frankie’s heart. 


Clint brushed his lips across Frankie’s forehead. “They’re 
holding a table for us. 


According to the maitre d’, it’s the best one in the house.” 


Frankie grinned. “Carlos tells everyone that.” He took Clint’s 
hand and led him inside. 


“Mr Black,” Carlos greeted. 


Frankie had asked Carlos to call him by his first name a 
million times, but Carlos insisted on addressing him formally 
when he was on the clock. “Good evening, Carlos. My friend 
tells me you’re holding the best seat in the house for us.” 


With a shallow bow, Carlos grinned. “Of course | am.” He 
picked up two menus and led them to an intimate table in 
the corner. 


“I thought you'd sit us by the window.” Frankie pulled out a 
chair and sat across from Clint. 


“Why, when it’s obvious the two of you only care about 
looking at each other? l'Il save the view for people who’ve 
been married so long they’ve memorised each other’s 
faces.” 


Carlos handed them both a menu. “Jessica will be right over 
to get your drink orders.” 


“Thanks, Carlos.” Frankie watched the man walk away. 
“Smart man.” 


“Yeah,” Frankie agreed. He didn’t need to look at the menu 
to know what he wanted. 


“Tell me about yourself.” 


Jessica stopped by the table and they ordered a bottle of 
wine. “I don’t normally drink,” 


Frankie warned Clint. “Hopefully | won’t get too silly.” 


Clint crossed his arms and rested them on the table. “If silly 
is what you were earlier when you were enjoying the grass 
across the street, I’m all for it.” 


Frankie reached across the table and squeezed Clint’s 
forearm. “I’ve never met anyone like you.” 


“I could say the same.” Clint lifted Frankie’s hand to his lips 
and kissed his palm. 
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Jessica returned with a bottle of wine. After pouring both 
glasses, she set the towel-wrapped wine on the table. “Are 
you ready to order?” 


“Not yet,” Clint said, refusing to release Frankie’s hand. 
“Would you mind giving us a few more minutes?” 


“Take all the time you need.” Jessica winked at Frankie 
before leaving the table. 


“So, you were about to tell me all about your life in...” 
Frankie trailed off, waiting for Clint to fill in the blank. 


“Seattle area, Port Orchard to be exact.” Clint took a sip of 
his wine. “I bought a house with my ex about six years ago, 
but when things didn’t work out, | let him buy me out.” 


Frankie tried to play down the jealous streak that threatened 
to come to the surface. 


“What’s his name?” 
“Brad.” 


“Is he still around?” Frankie couldn’t stop himself from 
asking. 


“No.” Clint took a deep breath. “Well, he wants to be, but 
things have been over between us for a very long time.” He 
threaded his fingers through Frankie’s. “I wouldn’t be here 
with you if | had feelings for someone else. I’m not that kind 
of man.” 


Frankie stared at Clint over the rim of his wineglass. “I’m 
glad.” 


As the evening progressed, Frankie continued to enjoy 
Clint’s company as well as another bottle of wine. By the 
time Jessica handed him the bill, he couldn’t seem to wipe 
the smile from his face. “I think I’m drunk.” 


Clint snatched the bill from Frankie. “Please, let me.” 


Frankie clasped his hands in his lap. He wasn’t used to 
people paying for him, and Clint had done it twice. “I have 
money.” 


“I’m sure you do, but |...” Clint exhaled and ran his fingers 
through his hair. “You know what? | just realised something. 
| usually like to pay because it makes me feel like I’m in 
control of the evening.” He shook his head. “But | don’t 
need to be in control, do |?” He set the leather folder 
containing the bill in the centre of the table. “Why don’t we 
both pay?” 


“I can have Jessica put the wine on my account if you want 
to pay for dinner,” Frankie suggested. 


“I can do that,” Clint agreed. “See, you’re already having a 
positive effect on me.” 
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“Really?” Frankie had become used to feeling pretty damn 
worthless to those around him unless he paid, so Clint’s 
compliment made his heart swell with pride. 


Frankie climbed off the bed and handed his new friend, 
Michael, the comic book he was proud to show off. It was a 
rare edition, one he’d received for his birthday. “This one’s 
my favourite.” 


“Oh, cool.” Michael took the book out of the protective 
plastic and immediately began to flip through the pages. 
“Can I have it?” 


Frankie wanted to grab the comic back, but paused instead. 
Michael was the first kid in his class who’d agreed to come 
over and play, and as much as he loved the book, he 
wanted a friend more. “I guess so,” he mumbled. 


“Awesome.” Michael rolled the comic book and stuck it in his 
back pocket. “I’d better get home for dinner. See ya at 
school.” 


“You wanna come over tomorrow?” 


Michael snorted. “I’m playing ball with my friends 
tomorrow.” 


Frankie had never been into sports, but hanging with other 
kids his own age sounded like fun. 


“Mind if | come?” 


“Sorry, we’ve already got enough players, but let me know 
when you get some more comics.” 


With those words, Michael left. 


Sitting on his bed, Frankie knew he’d have to spend the rest 
of his birthday money on more comics. He’d do whatever it 
took to spend more time with his new friend. 


“Is something wrong?” 


Frankie blinked several times, coming back to himself. Clint 
was Standing in the elevator, waiting for Frankie to get in. “l 
have to sign for the wine,” he mumbled. 


Clint reached out and gently pulled Frankie into the elevator. 
“You did.” A concerned expression crossed his face. “Did it 
happen again?” 


Frankie had always been taught not to talk about his life at 
home, but he couldn’t continue to spend time with Clint 
without at least explaining his episodes at some point. 


“Can we go to your room?” 


“If you’re sure you’re up to it.” Clint slid his room card into 
the elevator slot and pushed the eighth-floor button. 


Frankie shuffled his feet, Knowing Clint was giving him an 
out. He straightened his back and squared his shoulders. 
The secrets had to end sometime. Perhaps giving a little of 
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himself would convince him whether or not he could trust 
Clint as much as he wanted to. 


“I'm fine now.” 


The elevator doors opened and Clint led Frankie down the 
hall. He pulled the elastic band off his wrist and gathered his 
hair into a ponytail. “I’m nervous,” Frankie admitted. 


Clint stopped in the process of unlocking his door. “Why, | 
think we’ve already proven we’re good together.” 


“It’s not that.” Frankie had never shied away from sex with 
someone he was interested in. Sex made him feel normal, 
probably because he didn’t start having it until after his 
family was dead and couldn’t impose their strict rules. “l 
want to open up to you, but I’ve never really done that 
before.” 


“I'd love that.” Clint kissed Frankie. “I want to understand 
why you have these episodes, so maybe | can help you with 
them.” 


Frankie shook his head. “They won’t stop. Nothing makes 
them stop.” 
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Chapter Four 


Clint sat next to Frankie on his room’s sofa. He didn’t want 
to scare Frankie away, but if Frankie was ready to open up, 
Clint knew he needed to do the same. “Before you start, | 
want you to know that | haven’t seen anything that would 
scare me away. I’m still not sure what I’m feeling, but | need 
you to know you've touched me more in the short time that 
I’ve known you than anyone else ever has.” 


Frankie kicked off his sandals and curled up against Clint. 
“You know what’s different about you?” 


“Tell me.” Clint put his arms around Frankie, hoping to make 
the next few minutes easier for both of them. 


“You don’t seem to want anything from me but me. My last 
boyfriend wanted money. 


It seems that’s all he wanted.” 


“I don’t need your money. | may not have as much as you 
do, but | have enough to live comfortably.” 


“But that’s all l'm able to offer most people,” Frankie tried to 
argue. 


“Bullshit. Shame on whoever put that thought into your 
head.” 


“Everyone put it in my head!” Frankie exploded. 


It was the first time Clint had heard Frankie raise his voice in 
anger, and although he didn’t like it, he figured it was about 
time Frankie got mad enough to stand up for himself. 


“Who? Tell me who made you feel like you had nothing else 
to offer?” 


Frankie deflated before Clint’s eyes. “Life in my house 
wasn’t easy. | was taught from an early age to follow the 
rules and do my best to stay out of everyone’s way.” 


“And if you didn’t?” 


“Everyone in my house paid for it. Well, except for my 
father, who was at the top of the food chain.” Frankie 
grabbed Clint’s hand. 


The blank expression on his face was a signal that he was in 
the midst of another of his episodes. Unsure of what to do, 
Clint held Frankie in a protective embrace and tried to 
soothe him with words. “No one will ever hurt you again.” 
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abuse Frankie had suffered as a child, but the damage had 
been done regardless. At first he’d thought it had been the 
tragic fire that had prompted Frankie to escape the outside 
world at times, but the more he observed, the more he was 
assured the fire was simply the cherry on top of a scarring 
childhood. 


Clint remembered the way his mom used to sing to him 
when he’d wake in the middle of the night after a bad 
dream. He tried to remember the words as he began to sing 
his favourite lullaby. Halfway through the song, Frankie 


jerked and opened his eyes. Clint continued the song until 
he finished, making no move to jostle Frankie. 


“Can | tell you a secret?” 

“If you want.” 

“I think Brian started the fire,” Frankie whispered. 
“Did you see him?” 


“Light the match? No, but |...” Frankie trailed off. He pulled 
out of Clint’s arms and stood. “He slammed my hand in the 
door earlier that evening. By the time my mother took me to 
the hospital, my father had forced me to tell him how it 
happened.” He walked to the sliding glass door and opened 
it. 


The urge to join him was overwhelming, but Clint knew 
Frankie needed the separation. 


“Then what happened?” he prompted. 


“When my mom brought me home, | was sent to my room. 
Later that night, | felt someone standing over my bed. | 
opened my eyes, but | didn’t recognise Brian right away.” 


Frankie reached up and held his hands on his cheeks. “His 
face was so swollen that | knew what had happened while 
I'd been at the emergency room.” He shook his head. “He 
didn’t say anything at first, he just kept staring at me.” 
Frankie turned away from the open door and stared at me. 
“Before he left, he said it had to stop. A few hours later, | 
was back at the hospital and my family was dead.” 


When Clint saw Frankie start to sag, he rushed to his side 
and led him back to the sofa. 


Clint hadn’t read anything about the revelation, so he 
doubted Frankie had told the police. 


“You've carried that secret a long time, haven’t you?” 


Frankie nodded. “I knew they would vilify Brian, and | 
couldn’t let them do that.” 


“But he tried to kill you, too,” Clint countered. 
“He tried to save me, he did save me.” 
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“Yet you continue to let your parents ruin your life.” As soon 
as the words were out of his mouth, he regretted them. “I’m 
sorry.” 


“I’m crazy. Fifteen years in and out of institutions have 
proven it. The rules are important. They keep me on 
schedule.” 


“They keep you prisoner.” Clint leaned in and kissed Frankie. 
“You're different, but you’re not crazy. | think your problems 
come from hanging onto the past. Let it go, Frankie. 


Brian gave you a chance, take it.” 
Frankie’s eyes filled with tears. “I don’t know how.” 


“Let me show you.” 


“How're you going to do that?” 


“For starters, you’re going to spend the night with me 
instead of going back to your room.” Clint began to 
unbutton his shirt, hoping to give Frankie a reason to go 
against his instincts and stay. 


“It’s not as easy as telling you | want to stay.” Frankie ran 
his hands through his hair. 


Clint took his shirt off and unzipped his pants. “Of course it 
is. All you have to do is give me your word that you won’t 
leave, no matter what.” He was pushing Frankie and he 
knew it, but Frankie was standing at a crossroads, and in 
Clint’s mind, there was only one healthy path to follow. 
Naked, he stood in front of Frankie, hiding nothing. “I know 
it’s a big step to take, but I’m here for you.” 


It took patience on Clint’s part, but eventually Frankie stood 
and began to remove his clothes. Before discarding his skirt, 
he dug his key card out of the pocket and handed it to Clint. 
“Do me a favour and hide this somewhere.” 


Tapping the piece of plastic against his hand, Clint thought 
about the request. He turned away from Frankie and walked 
to the door. Instead of hiding it like Frankie had asked, Clint 
balanced the card on top of the lock. “I won’t let you replace 
your parents’ rules with mine. Leave or stay, it has to be 
your choice.” 


Frankie glanced at the clock, a fine sheen of sweat 
glistening on his forehead. “What if | fail your test?” 


“It’s not a test, it’s a step, and each one you climb on your 
own brings you closer to freedom.” Clint retrieved a few 
supplies from the bathroom before climbing in bed. He 


flipped back the covers, leaving his half-hard cock on full 
display. “Do you like dogs?” 
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“Dogs?” 


The lure worked and Frankie started towards the bed. “l 
have a German Shepherd named Max at home.” 


“Really?” Frankie climbed in beside Clint and pulled up the 
sheet, leaving the comforter at the foot of the bed. “I’ve 
never had a dog.” 


“Dogs are great, although | find myself talking to Max when 
there’s no one else around.” Clint continued the idle chatter 
until Frankie seemed relaxed in his arms. “You wanna see 
what’s on television?” 


“Sure.” Frankie reached under the sheet and skimmed his 
fingers up and down Clint’s erection. “As long as you don’t 
mind if | get distracted.” 


“I’m counting on it.” Clint scooted up to lean his back 
against the headboard. The new position gave him a better 
view of the TV and his cock. He watched Frankie slowly pull 
the sheet down and crawl between his legs. Clint flipped 
through the channels but kept his gaze on Frankie. Inch by 
inch, Frankie explored Clint’s cock, touching and licking as 
he went. 


“You like that?” 


Frankie rubbed Clint’s balls with the back of his hand as he 
bathed the crown with his tongue. “Very much. I’m 
particularly fond of this.” He traced the dark vein that ran 
the length of Clint’s cock with the tip of his tongue. 


Clint threaded his fingers through Frankie’s hair, feathering 
the black strands away from his face. “I could watch you 
suck me forever.” There had been moments since he’d met 
Frankie when he worried his attraction to the artist had 
more to do with his desire to be needed than anything else, 
but staring down into Frankie’s eyes, Clint knew his feelings 
went way beyond the superficial. He’d never believed in 
love at first sight, but he was beginning to think such a thing 
was possible. 


With his lips wrapped around Clint’s cock, the hard day 
finally began to take its toll on Frankie. Clint continued to 
play with Frankie’s hair as he watched Frankie’s eyes slowly 
drift shut. Within seconds, Frankie was sound asleep. Clint 
gave him a few more moments before gently extracting his 
cock from Frankie’s mouth. 


Deciding it was for the best, Clint readjusted Frankie until 
his head rested on the pillow beside him. He settled the 
sheet and comforter over Frankie and turned out the light. A 
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look at the clock and Clint smiled. It was three minutes after 
eleven and Clint had a feeling Frankie had broken his first 


rule in years. 


x k OK x 


Clint woke the next morning to an empty bed. “Frankie?” he 
called, hoping Frankie was in the bathroom. 


When no answer came, he sat up and looked towards the 
door. The missing key card broke his heart. Falling back, he 
closed his eyes and tried to swallow around the thick lump 
of emotion in his throat. He couldn’t decide what hurt more, 
that Frankie had left or that he’d gone without giving Clint a 
chance to help him stay. 


He warred between anger and hurt for another half an hour 
before he finally got out of bed. After a quick shower and 
shave, Clint dressed for the classes he had to attend that 
morning and left the room. 


Clint’s initial instinct was to knock on Frankie’s door, but 
decided nothing but an argument would ensue if Frankie 
answered. Maybe he was being too hard on Frankie. 


Instead of eating by himself, Clint decided to attend the 
sponsored breakfast in the ballroom. He’d spent little time 
with the other attendees and if his boss started asking 
questions about who was there, Clint wanted to have an 
answer ready. He nodded his way through the room, 
greeting people without actually having to talk to them. 


Clint was in line for the buffet when a group of men started 
an interesting conversation. 


“Were you still up for that fight last night?” a man who still 
reeked of alcohol asked his companions. 


“No, but Bob Gills told me it wasn’t much of a fight. 
Evidently, it was some kind of queer thing. The guy who 
started it was even wearing a skirt.” 


Suddenly Clint felt sick to his stomach. He set his plate 
down and left the room in search of answers. Was Frankie 
trying to find someone else to fuck? If he found out that was 
the case, Clint would walk away. He could forgive a lot of 
things, but looking for a fuck after sneaking out of someone 
else’s bed was over the line. 


Instead of going to Frankie for answers, he headed straight 
for the casino. The lingering smell of smoke from the night 
before didn’t do anything to quell his upset stomach. 
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up to the bar in the centre of the casino, Clint ordered a 
coffee. “I heard there was a fight last night.” 


“Wasn't much of a fight. A beating is more like it.” The 
bartender set Clint’s coffee in front of him. “Hey, you’re the 
guy that’s been around with Frankie, right?” 


Clint nodded. “I’m trying to find out what happened,” he 
confessed. 


“I wasn’t here, but Steve told me Frankie started it. He 
picked a fight then just stood there and let the guy beat 
him. It’s happened before. Actually, it happened after he 
broke up with that old boyfriend of his.” The bartender 
narrowed his eyes. “Is that what happened? 


You break up with him?” 


“No.” The coffee soured in Clint’s stomach. He slapped five 
bucks on the bar. “Thanks for your help.” 


“Hey,” the bartender called after him. “He refused to let the 
paramedics check him out, so if he lets you in his room, talk 
him into going to the hospital.” 


Clint wasn’t a psychiatrist, but given Frankie’s past, he had 
a good idea of why Frankie had gone to the bar and it 
wasn’t to pick up a guy. He rode the elevator to the eighth 
floor, ran down the hall to Frankie’s room, and knocked. 
“Frankie? It’s me.” He leaned his forehead against the door 
and prayed for Frankie to open. “Please let me in.” 


Clint heard the locks disengage and lifted his head. When 
the door didn’t immediately open, he tried to come up with 
something positive to say. “At least you made it past eleven. 


That’s a start.” 


The knob turned and Frankie eventually opened the door. 
The damage to Frankie’s face wasn’t as bad as Clint feared, 
but his lip was split, his jaw bruised and his left eye so 
swollen it was a mere slit. 


“You're mad at me, aren’t you?” Frankie asked. 
“Can | come in?” 


Frankie stepped back. “I woke up around two and felt like | 
couldn’t breathe. | had to get out, but by the time | got back 
here, | knew that it didn’t matter. I’d broken one of my 
mom’s number one rules.” 


Clint approached Frankie. “So you went downstairs in search 
of the punishment your mom would’ve given you,” he 
finished. 


Frankie shook his head. “Mom made the rules. Dad enforced 
them.” 
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“That’s why you refused medical attention. You’ve been 
beaten before, so you knew there wasn’t anything seriously 
wrong.” Clint was in way over his head, but he couldn’t let 
the moment pass without giving Frankie the one thing he 
thought he needed. “I forgive you for leaving. | Know you 
tried.” 


Tears filled Frankie’s eyes. “I tried to warn you. | don’t know 
how to live without the rules.” 


It always went back to the rules. “I have a seminar | have to 
attend in a few minutes, but if you really want to change, 
meet me in the spa jar at ten.” 


x OK kK OX 


Frankie stood next to the pool, allowing the blowing mist 
from the waterfall to coat his swollen face. Despite Clint’s 
proclamation that he’d forgiven him, Frankie knew he’d 
disappointed him. 


“I’m glad you came.” 


Frankie glanced over his shoulder at Clint. “My desire to 
change is there, it’s the follow-through | can’t seem to 
accomplish.” 


“Let’s go sit down. | have something | want to show you.” 


Frankie wiped his face, wincing when his hand pressed too 
hard against his bruised jaw. It was a good reminder of the 
life he was fated to live. “You'll be leaving soon.” 


Clint opened a leather binder and withdrew a pen from his 

shirt pocket. “Not necessarily. | have vacation | can take if | 
need to.” He pushed out the chair next to him with his foot. 
“Have a seat.” 


Frankie sat and rested his clasped hands in his lap. “I don’t 
know what kind of plan you have, but | have to warn you, 
many people have tried to help me forget the rules, and | 
just end up disappointing them.” 


Clint smiled. “But they’ve tried to make you forget the rules. 
You told me yourself, you can’t function without them, so 
what if we make a new Set of rules for you?” 


“| don’t understand. If the idea is to learn to live without 
them, why add to them?” 


Despite his misunderstanding, Frankie could see how 
passionate Clint was about his plan. 


“We all follow rules, although we usually think of them as 
laws or personal codes of conduct.” Clint wrote a number 
one on a sheet of blank paper. “lIl do mine first. Number 
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one, don’t be late for work.” He glanced at Frankie. “No 
matter how late | stay out the night before, I’m always at 
work on time.” 


“Of course, otherwise you’d get fired.” 


“You're right, because my boss has his own set of rules that 
| have to follow, but whether or not | choose to do that is on 
me.” Clint wrote a number two. “Next, pay bills on time.” 


“Again, | fail to see the significance of what you’re trying to 
tell me. You have to pay your bills or collectors will start 
calling.” Frankie wasn’t trying to be a smartass, but he 
honestly didn’t understand where Clint was going with the 
exercise. 


“Yep, because the banks and utility companies have their 
own rules that | have to follow.” Clint held up a finger. “But, 
once again, I’m the one who chooses whether or not to 
follow them.” He set the pen down and reached for Frankie’s 
hand. “You told me you couldn’t live without rules, and I’m 
trying to show you that you don’t have to. Society is full of 
rules, but a person also has to set his own. | think we should 
concentrate on the rules you’ve made for yourself, not your 
parents’ rules. Yours.” 


Frankie tried to come up with something. He didn’t want 
Clint to think he was completely incompetent on his own. 


“Don’t think of it as a rule, maybe that'll help. What do you 
do as a practice that you stick to, no matter what?” 


“I tip twenty per cent, no matter how bad the service is. Is 
that what you’re talking about?” 


“Yes!” Clint started a new list. “Number one, tip twenty per 
cent. Okay, next.” 


Proud that he’d come up with something useful, Frankie 
tried to think of something else. “No matter how tired | am, | 
always take the time to clean my paint brushes.” 


Grinning from ear to ear, Clint added it to the list. “Next,” he 
prompted. 


Feeling better by the minute, Frankie offered another one. “| 
paint every day.” Shit. He slammed his hand on the table. 
“Forget that, | take time off sometimes.” 


Clint shook his head. “No, it’s the perfect example of a rule 
you set for yourself but are willing to break on occasion. 
There’s nothing wrong with that, it’s human. | always go to 
bed after the news, but if something comes up, | Know it’s 
not the end of the world as long as | still get my ass up for 
work the next morning.” Clint put his pen down once again. 
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this'll help. Don’t think of them as rules. You have that in 
your head because that’s what your mom called them, but 
what she was really giving you were guidelines. She knew 
what would happen if you got dirty or weren’t in bed by 
eleven. She was strict because she was trying to save you 
from your father’s punishment. Does that make sense?” 


Frankie sat back in his chair. 


“Dammit, Frankie, you know what will happen if you come to 
the table like that,” his mom screamed. 


Frankie looked down at the grass stains on his jeans. “The 
neighbour’s dog got loose. | was just trying to help her catch 
him.” 


“It won’t matter to your father. From now on, I want you to 
stay in your room after you get home from school.” She 
rested her hand on Frankie’s shoulder. “It’s the only way, 
baby.” 


“You're right,” Frankie said. “She was trying to keep me 
Safe.” 


“Your dad’s dead. Your mom’s rules don’t apply anymore.” 


Frankie felt numb as the truth sank in. “But they’re all | have 
left.” 


“Despite everything, I’m sure she loved you. You already 
know Brian did. Maybe that’s all you need to take with you 
from the past.” Clint stood and tucked the notebook under 
his arm. “It’s time to live without fear of the repercussions of 
being human.” 


Frankie reached for Clint in need of something to stop his 
world from spinning out of control. “I need to go to my 
room.” 


x KOK x 
Clint watched as Frankie roamed his hotel room. He stopped 


at the clock beside the bed. “My dad woke up to classical 
music.” He looked over his shoulder at Clint. “I wasn’t 


allowed to get out of bed until he was already awake.” 
Frankie grabbed the clock radio and threw it against the 
wall. 


Ignoring the dent the smashed radio caused, Frankie moved 
directly into the bathroom. 


Clint started to follow, but decided to hold back. It was 
important for Frankie to exercise his demons on his own. 


“My brother’s room was next to the bathroom. | knew when 
his alarm went off that I’d better be out of the shower.” 
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The sound of breaking glass prompted Clint to intervene. 
“Frankie,” he called, rounding the corner. 


Staring at himself in the cracked mirror, Frankie held up the 
remains of another radio. 


“| hate hard rock.” 


Clint took the radio out of Frankie’s hands and tossed it into 
the trashcan under the sink. “What kind of music do you like 
to listen to?” He gently led Frankie out of the bathroom. 


“Have you ever heard someone play a Native American 
flute? There’s a guy in Albuquerque who stands on the 
corner and plays it for tips.” Frankie shook his head. “For 
whatever reason, that music fills my soul every time | hear 
it.” 


Clint sat on the bed and pulled Frankie into his lap. “Sounds 
nice. l'Il have to check that out sometime.” 


Frankie smiled. “I'd like to wake up to that every day.” 
“Then you should,” Clint agreed. 


“Yeah, maybe | will.” Frankie wrapped his arms around 
Clint’s neck. “Are you finished for the day?” 


Clint had another seminar after lunch, but it no longer 
seemed important. “Yes. What’d you have in mind?” 


“Care to roll around in the grass with me?” 


x OK OK k 


Filthy from a day rolling down hills at the golf course, Clint 
winced at the state of his dress pants. He rubbed the 
muscles in his abdomen, sore from an afternoon spent 
laughing with Frankie, and decided it was worth ruining a 
pair of pants. 


Frankie collapsed on the mattress beside Clint and kissed 
him. “That was fun.” 


Clint pulled Frankie closer. “Thank you,” he whispered. 
“I should be the one thanking you.” 


“No, listen. | have a pretty good life back in Washington, but 
it’s predictable. Each day bleeds into the next. | came here 
because | was told to. | never expected to meet someone 
who would remind me what it’s like to really live. You’re so 
honest about who you are, it’s a welcome change from the 
men I’ve met in the past.” 
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“Life is easier when people think you're crazy.” Frankie 
started unbuttoning Clint’s shirt. 


“Don’t do that. There’s been absolutely nothing about your 
life that’s been easy.” Clint brushed the back of his hand 
across the bruise on Frankie’s jaw. “And | don’t think you’re 
crazy at all, just trapped in a world of your parents’ 
making.” 

“You're better than all the therapists I’ve seen put together.” 
Frankie sat up and pulled his T-shirt over his head before 
pushing down his skirt. “You know what would really help 
me right now?” 


Clint ran his hands from Frankie’s chest to his groin. 
Encircling Frankie’s cock in his hand, Clint began to slowly 
jack him off. “Tell me.” 


“Getting in bed without washing my feet.” 


“You're already in bed. What else did you have in mind?” 
Clint unzipped his pants and pushed them down to mid- 
thigh, allowing his erection to spring free. 


Frankie bent over and took Clint’s cock into his mouth, 
sucking the head deep several times before answering. “l 
want to get the bed really, really dirty. Wanna help?” 


“Absolutely.” Clint stood and pushed the comforter and top 
sheet off the bed. When he opened Frankie’s drawer to 
retrieve the needed supplies, his gaze landed on the 


vibrator he’d seen Frankie use in the past. Fishing it out, he 
held it up before making a show of tossing it into the 
trashcan. “You don’t need this anymore. You have me now.” 


Frankie stretched out in the centre of the bed. “That’s a 
pretty bold statement for someone who's only known me for 
a few days.” 


“Doesn't take a genius to know when he’s found someone 
special. I’m not sure if you’re interested in moving to 
Washington, but | have three acres of grass to play in.” Clint 
coated his fingers with lube and reached between Frankie’s 
legs. Circling the puckered hole, he tried to come to grips 
with such a monumental offer. He hadn’t actively planned to 
invite Frankie to live with him, but he couldn’t imagine 
leaving New Mexico without him. 


Frankie wiggled his ass as Clint pushed a finger inside his 
hole. “Being able to get the sheets dirty doesn’t mean I’m 
cured.” 


Sawing in and out of Frankie’s hole, Clint stretched out 
beside him. “Needing a cure would require an illness, which 
you don’t have. All you need is time to figure out how to live 
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by your own rules, and | can’t think of a better way to spend 
my life than helping you with that.” 


“I don’t know. | mean, it’s one thing to disappoint myself if | 
can’t make it work. I’m not sure | could live with 


disappointing you too.” 


Drastic measures were definitely needed. Clint removed his 
finger from Frankie’s ass and grabbed the bottle of lube. 
Moving down, he poured the lube all over Frankie’s dirty 
feet. 


Frankie started laughing. “What’re you doing?” 


Once Frankie’s feet were slimy with a mixture of dirt and 
lube, Clint rubbed them against the sheets, making a mess 
of epic proportions. “Look.” 


Frankie sat up and gasped at the state of the sheets. 


“What would’ve happened to you as a child if you’d made a 
mess like that?” Clint asked. 


“You already know the answer to that.” 


Clint reached for a condom and rolled it down his length 
before moving to lie between Frankie’s legs. “Right, but that 
was a long time ago. Watch what happens now when you 
make a mess.” He pressed the head of his cock against 
Frankie’s hole and rocked his way inside. “Are you getting 
my point?” 


Frankie chuckled. “Oh, I’m getting it.” His laughter turned 
into a moan. “Getting it good.” 


Buried as deep as possible, Clint swivelled his hips. He 
pulled out slowly before easing his way back inside. “See, 
screwing up and making a mess doesn’t automatically mean 
you have to suffer for it.” 


Frankie moved to rest his legs over Clint’s shoulders. He 
gazed up at Clint. “I like your punishment a lot more.” 


“This isn’t punishment. It’s me, loving you for being who you 
are, mistakes and all.” He picked up his pace. 


“You love me?” 


“| do. | can’t imagine living a day without you in it.” Clint felt 
the words with his entire being. Evidently, for a lucky few, 
love at first sight really did exist. 
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Epilogue 
One Year Later 
“Don’t get too close,” Clint instructed. 


Behind the wheel of Clint’s boring white sedan, Frankie 
eased off the gas. He was grateful to Clint for teaching him 
how to drive, now that the doctor had cleared him, but 
Frankie was beginning to think a driving school might have 
been the way to go. “It’d be easier if this guy wasn’t going 
ten miles an hour under the speed limit.” 


With one hand braced against the dashboard and the other 
clutching the handle mounted above the passenger door, 
Clint chuckled. “Dodging assholes is the hardest skill to 
learn.” 


“Yeah, well, this is why it’s better that | just stay home.” 


Ten minutes later, Frankie pulled into their long driveway. 
“Thank God.” 


“You did good, babe. | think you’re ready to take the test.” 


“Maybe someday.” Frankie was in no hurry to dodge 
assholes on a regular basis. 


Although he hadn’t suffered an episode in nine months, he 
wasn’t convinced his past was history. He handed Clint the 
keys. “Your car sucks, by the way.” 


“What're you talking about? It’s a perfectly respectable car.” 


“If you're eighty,” Frankie countered. He soothed his jab 
with a kiss. A yip from the window behind him got his 


attention. He glanced over his shoulder at Max. “Even Max 
would rather ride in a nice big SUV.” 


“Max is so old he wouldn’t even be able to get up into an 
SUV.” Clint pulled Frankie in for another kiss. “Tell you what, 
you pass your test and l'Il take you up to the dealership and 
you can buy your own SUV.” 


Tired of being ignored, Max barked louder. Frankie opened 
the driver’s door, allowing Max to climb on his lap. “Don’t 
worry, buddy, l'Il get you a ramp so we can go cruisin’ while 
your daddy’s at work.” 


“Cruising?” Clint narrowed his eyes. “I’m not sure | like that 
idea.” 
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“Cruising for bitches,” Frankie corrected. “I’ve found the 
love of my life, but Max’s still on the hunt.” 


“Max was neutered when he was six months old.” 


“Doesn't seem to matter to him. | saw him humping that 
stuffed bear you won for me at the fair.” Frankie scratched 
Max behind the ears. He’d never had a dog, so it came as 
quite a surprise how much he enjoyed Max. The elderly 
German shepherd had become Frankie’s apprentice, always 
at his side while he painted. “You’re like your dad, horny all 
the time, aren’t you, boy?” 


Clint opened the passenger door. “Nice chatting with you, 
Pot, but Kettle’s going inside to watch the Mariners’ game.” 


Frankie made no move to get out of the car. He rested his 
head against the back of the seat, continued to scratch Max, 
and watched Clint walk into the house. Clint was incredibly 
predictable at times. If Frankie gave him time to grab a beer 
and relax in front of the television for a few minutes, he’d be 
rock hard by the time Frankie finally made it inside. 


God bless the Seattle Mariners. 


There was a lot Frankie had to be thankful for, his paintings 
were selling better than ever, he had a fantastic dog for the 
first time, he’d learned to love lobster—which was huge— 


and Clint. More than anything, Clint had saved him by 
helping him move beyond the pain of his past to see the 
possibilities of the future. A future he couldn’t imagine 
Sharing with anyone other than Clint, the insurance 
salesman from Port Orchard. 
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Excerpt 


Chapter One 


Arriving in Kansas City after a long drive from Chicago, Mike 
Shriver pulled into his clients’ driveway. Ray DeMonico and 
Brent Atwood obviously had excellent taste, and by the look 
of the house, a hefty bank account. The large Tudor-style 
home was exactly as he’d pictured it after talking to Ray for 
hours over the phone. He’d met the two men only once, 
when he’d flown in to take final measurements and contract 
a foundation company. 


The meeting with Ray and Brent had gone well, and when a 
room was Offered in the couple’s home for the duration of 
the job, Mike had taken them up on it. He got out of his 
pickup and opened the back driver’s side door. The backseat 
was full of tools, blueprints and anything else he could think 
of that he’d need for the projected eight month schedule. 


“Need help?” an enthusiastic sounding voice asked. 


Mike glanced over his shoulder at Brent. “Sure.” He handed 
Brent the rolls of blueprints he wanted to go over with the 
two men. “If you can get these, l'Il grab my suitcases. Is this 
a secure enough area to lock my tools up and leave ’em out 
here?” 


“Probably, but Ray cleared a bay in the garage for you just 
in case. If you want to pull around, he’s already got the door 
open for you.” 


“Sounds good.” Mike shut the back door and climbed behind 
the wheel as Brent disappeared into the house. It was hard 
to believe the two had not only invited him into their home 
for the better part of a year, but had made room for his 


work truck. He slowly pulled into the garage, praying the 
long extended-cab would fit. 
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Ray opened the door that led into the house and held up his 
hands to indicate Mike still had another foot of room. Mike 
nodded his thanks and put the truck in park. Before getting 
out, he took a moment to stare at Ray through his mirrored 
sunglasses. Although both men were hot, Mike and Ray had 
connected with each other almost immediately. Despite 
feeling guilty about it, Mike looked his fill before getting out 
of the truck. “Thanks for the space.” 


“No problem. We use this bay for storage more than 
anything.” 


Brent stepped into the garage and wrapped an arm around 
Ray’s waist. “I hope you’re hungry. Ray’s been cooking all 
afternoon.” 


“Starved,” Mike said, squeezing between the front bumper 
and the wall with his suitcases in hand. “I thought about 
stopping in Des Moines, but wasn’t sure what the two of you 
had planned, so | decided against it.” 


Ray took one of Mike’s suitcases and led the way into the 
house. 


Mike was so focused on the fantastic smells wafting from 
the stove; he didn’t immediately notice Brent standing 


behind him. When a hand landed on his ass, Mike jumped in 
Surprise. 


“I’m glad you're here,” Brent said, winking. 


Mike’s immediate reaction was to look at Ray who was 
Shaking his head with a resigned expression on his face. 


“Sorry,” Ray said. “Brent doesn’t always know when to 
behave himself.” 


“Don’t apologise for me.” Brent released Mike’s ass and 
hopped up onto the black granite kitchen island. “I know a 
good ass when | see one. | was just confirming my 
suspicions.” 


Mike took off his sunglasses and set them on the counter. 
He wasn’t sure if he should comment or not. Ray didn’t 
seem angry at Brent, but he did sound embarrassed by his 
partner’s actions. 


“As far as rooms, you've got your pick. We have four guest 
rooms or, something | thought would be even better, a 
studio apartment over the garage. It’s supposed to be for 
hired help, but with only the two of us here, we don’t need 
anything but a weekly spit and shine,” Ray said, moving to 
the stove to stir the sauce. 


“The studio sounds good. That way | won’t have to be in 
your hair any more than necessary,” Mike replied. 
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Bracing his hands on the edge of the island, Brent leant 
forward. “The room across the hall from ours is a lot nicer.’ 


r 


Ray hit the wooden spoon on the edge of the pot harder 
than necessary before he set it down. “lIl help you take 
your things up to the studio.” 


Mike wasn’t sure what was going on between the two men, 
but he nodded and picked up his suitcase. He followed Ray 
up the staircase just off the kitchen and took the 
opportunity to check out the man’s ass. The first time they’d 
met, Ray had worn a suit. Mike had to admit Ray’s ass was 
better displayed in the pair of worn jeans he currently wore. 


The staircase opened up into a large room with a small 
kitchenette in one corner, a bed in the far corner as well as 
an enclosed space Mike assumed was the bathroom. The 
centre of the room held worn, but nice, leather furniture. 
“This is fantastic.” 


“Thanks. We recently redid the family room, so | had them 
put all the old furniture up here. Well, except the bed, that 
came from my bachelor days.” Ray chuckled as he carried 
Mike’s suitcase towards the bed. “If that bed could talk I’d 
be in a world of trouble.” 


The statement caused Mike’s cock to perk up. He set the 
second suitcase down. “Are you sure about this?” 


“I’m sure.” 


“Let me know if | start to wear out my welcome, and l'Il find 
a hotel or something,” 


Mike said. 


“Brent made you nervous, didn’t he?” Ray asked. 


Nervous wasn’t exactly the word Mike would have used. “Is 
there something going on I should know about?” 


Ray leant back against the antique wardrobe. “Around three 
years ago, Brent decided he wanted to try a threesome. It 
wasn’t something | was interested in, but | went along with 
it because | was afraid of losing him.” He took a deep breath 
and crossed his arms over his chest. “Since then we’ve done 
it a few times, but never for more than a weekend. When | 
told him I'd invited you to stay here while the athletic club is 
built, he just assumed you’d spend some time in our bed. | 
tried to tell him it wouldn’t work because you weren’t some 
random stranger we could just get rid of after the weekend, 
but Brent argued that you were an adult and could make up 
your own mind.” 
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Mike scratched his jaw. He’d slept with more than one guy 
before but only once and he’d been really drunk at the time. 
Still... “I won’t lie and tell you the idea doesn’t intrigue me, 
but my brothers would kick my ass if | did anything to screw 
up this job.” 


Ray nodded. “That’s exactly what | told Brent.” 


Mike tried to wrap his mind around the situation. “Doesn't it 
bother you to see him fucking someone else?” 


“It nearly killed me at first, but then I realised how much 
he’d given up to be with me, and | knew it wouldn’t be fair 
to him to say no.” 


“Bullshit,” Mike said, thinking of his dear friend Sidney. 
“When you love someone, there’s nothing wrong with 
wanting them all to yourself.” He’d never planned to fall in 
love with Sidney, but it had been hard to resist the hot little 
architect who worked for his brother. 


Even knowing Sidney was deeply committed to his partner, 
Nash, hadn’t been enough to stop Mike from falling head- 
over-heels for him. It was the foremost reason Mike had 
agreed to relocate to Kansas City until the health club was 
complete. 


“|I understand what you're saying, but | think sometimes you 
can love someone so much you’d do just about anything to 
make them happy,” Ray countered. 


“And does it?” 


Ray nodded. “Yeah. Brent’s a completely different person for 
a while after we do it.” 


“Different how?” Mike asked. 


“Happier. He hangs on my every word and feels the desire 
to touch me whenever we're in the same room together.” 
Ray grinned, showing off twin dimples. “It’s nice to feel 
wanted like that again. Maybe he was right, maybe things 
were starting to get a little stale.” 


“So you're okay with it now?” Mike was definitely interested 
in going a few rounds, but the whole situation still worried 
him. 


“Yeah, | guess so. | mean, I’ve seen that it only makes things 
better between us. And, it’s nice to feel taken care of once 
in a while. It seems I’m always the one to top, but there are 
times | miss the feel of a dick in my ass.” Ray bit his bottom 
lip. Although Mike doubted Ray meant it sexually, the simple 
gesture tested Mike’s willpower. 


“The most important thing to me is keeping my relationship 
with Brent safe.” Ray pushed away from the wardrobe and 
ran his hand across the front of his tented pants. “I'd 
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better get downstairs or my sauce’ll burn. Dinner should be 
on the table in thirty minutes if you want to shower or 
anything first.” 


“Thanks.” Mike watched Ray disappear down the steps 
before sitting on the corner of the bed. “Wow.” 
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Campus Cravings: Hershie’s Kiss 


Q 


ampus Cravings: Theron’s Return 


Campus Cravings: Live for Today 
Campus Cravings: Incoming Freshman 
Campus Cravings: A Lesson Learned 


Good Time Boys: Sonny’s Salvation 





ime Boys: Garron’s Gift 


Good-time Boys: Rawley’s Redemption 





e Boys: Twin Temptations 
Cattle Valley: All Play & No Work 


Cattle Valley: Cattle Valley Mistletoe 





Cattle Valley: Sweet Topping 
Cattle Valley: Rough Ride 








Cattle Valley: Physical Therapy 


Cattle Valley: Out of the Shadow 





Cattle Valley: Bad Boy Cowboy 





Cattle Valley: The Soun 

Cattle Valley: Gone Surfin’ 

Cattle Valley: The Last Bouquet 
Cattle Valley: Eye of the Beholder 
Cattle Valley: Cattle Valley Days 


Cattle Valley: Bent-Not Broken 


Cattle Valley: Arm Candy. 


Cattle Valley: Recipe for Love 





Cattle Valley: Firehouse Heat 
Cattle Valley: Neil’s Guardian Angel 


Cattle Valley: Scarred 





Cattle Valley: Making the Grade 








Cattle Valley: 





Cattle Valley: Ghost from the Past 
Cattle Valley: Hawk’s Landing 


Cattle Valley: Shooting Star 





Cattle Valley: Confessions 


Cattle Valley: Shadow Soldier 





Poker Night: Texas Hold Em 
Poker Night: Slow-Play, 
Poker Night: Pocket Pair 
Poker Night: Different Suits 
Poker Night: Full House 
Men in Love: Reunion 


Bodyguards in Love: Brier’s Bargain 


Bodyguards in Love: Seb’s Surrender 
Bodyguards in Love: | Love Rock N Roll 
Bodyguards in Love: Seducing the Sheik 
Bodyguards in Love: To Bed a King 
Neo’s Realm: Liquid Crimson 

Neo’s Realm: Blood Trinity 

Neo’s Realm: Crimson Moon 

Seasons of Love: Spring 

Seasons of Love: Summer 

Seasons of Love: Fall 

Seasons of Love: Winter 

Fabulous Brits: Moor Love 

Naughty Nooners: Dalton’s Awakening 
Gaymes: Highland Gaymes 
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